IN   AMERICA
her joyousness is Grecian, not English, in its spontaneity. She sang, c Where Are You Going, My Pretty Maid?' with a playful gentleness that was as grateful as the scent of lilacs to one who had almost forgotten what that scent was like. Her Letitia Hardy is Shakespeare's Rosalind in a drawing-room."
^           #           &          #
The criticisms which I have quoted above will serve to show the attitude which the most capable critics in the great cities of America took up towards the impersonations of Ellen Terry. They are neither more nor less eulogistic than the many hundreds from which they are chosen. And not only were the professional critics delighted with Miss Terry's acting. She had many flattering proofs of the pleasure which her performances had given to such representative men as Henry Ward Beecher and Oliver Wendell Holmes, and the literary and artistic societies of the cities in which she played vied with one another in 261